His Excellency the Viceroy of India. Peshawar
is a veritable paradise for plotters. As we sit
on the balcony overlooking the Street of the
Story-tellers, our host, Abdul Ghani, between
puffs on his narghile, tells us in low tones that
in a not far-distant day the Afghans hope to rule
again in Peshawar, just as they did before the
advent of the British raj. Then he points to the
tall Afridi, Swati, and Mohmand giants swagger-
ing by and nods knowingly, as much as to say
that he rather believes they will.

The street beneath Abdul Ghani's balcony is
wide and lined with the shops of dealers in Turk-
estan carpets, astrakhan from Khorasan, and
Bokhara silks. Near-by is the bazaar of the
coppersmiths. Here, side by side, are the stalls
of the master-craftsmen, who tap, tap, tap
incessantly, as they hammer pots and pans from
shiny sheets of metal. Copper-work is a heredi-
tary trade for which Peshawar is famous, and the
din reminds us of the proverbial boiler-shop.
The crowd is as dense as it was along the Avenue
de TOpera in Paris on Armistice day. Green-
turbaned mullahs', with smart beards and mous-
taches clipped over the centre of their lips,
pull back their robes from the touch of waxy-
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